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Author's Notes: 
| wanted to write smut portraying Steve and Bruce's first time-as they snap in a sense, and relent to the 
tension of desire between them. Yet, | didn't want it to involve actual intercourse so this is how | solved it. 


Please review if you enjoy! 


Steve didn't know how or when his control flew out the window. Perhaps it was the drinks, perhaps the 
adrenaline still coursing through his veins from the previous show played to near perfection. Perhaps, it was 
simply the way Bruce had been looking at him; briefly touching him and brushing up against him for the past 
six months or so. Possibly more, but it was only then Steve had begun to notice. 


Now, the bassist grunted as he was shoved up against nearest wall; moaning into the mouth that was molded 
to his own. Bruce's hands were everywhere, ravaging his body as they slid up beneath his tank top. His lips 
were hungry, their kisses feverish and delirious with desire, while the smaller man trapped the older man. 
Steve let his hands go into Bruce's hair, hips arching forwards when he felt the singer's raging hard-on digging 
into his own as their bodies aligned. it was a foreign feeling; completely new, and had he not been as tipsy as 


he was - it would have been frightening. Now, all it turned into was exhilarating lust that made his cock twitch 


and his skin buzz. 


Both of Bruce's hands dropped, sliding down the bassist's shoulder blades, his waist, his flanks; until they could 
cup the man's ass. They squeezed hard, groping and firmly fondling the full mounds. Steve gasped; breaking the 
kiss but for a moment to catch his breath, before immediately seeking out the singer's mouth once more. He 
kept his eyes shut, dug his nails into the other man's shoulders as he felt Bruce grind against him. The flimsy 
layers of their spandex pants did little to separate them. 


Without a word, Steve allowed Bruce to finally pull back; and the younger man began to spill sloppy kisses along 
his jaw - nipping at the pulse point as he passed the side of the older man's long neck. Steve shuddered, stil 
rutting his hips back against the other man; his head spinning with desire at the sensation of delicious friction. 
Bruce moaned against his heated skin, making the bassist claw at his back. 


"F-fuck, Harry." the singer hissed; purposely repaying the favour by sinking his teeth deep into the flesh of 


the other man's collarbone area. 


"Bludi.!" was Steve's strained response, his head tipping back against the wall; as he twisted one hand in Bruce's 


long, silky mane. 


A dark, husky chuckle left the smaller man's throat; as he guided one hand down beneath the curve of Steve's 
ass to urge him to raise one leg. Steve's body responded out of his own accord, allowing Bruce to reposition 
the leg and he hooked it over the curve of Bruce's hip. A new angle, allowing the singer to quicken their pace 
as they continued to writhe against one another. Steve hooked one arm around Bruce's shoulders; trembling 
when Bruce's hard shaft rubbed persistently against his own He couldn't help but rock back, hips bucking and 


back arching. He couldn't think; all he could do was feel and surrender. 
"Let me.." 


Bruce's voice was muffled; mouth still sucking and nibbling at the junction of the bassist's neck and shoulder. 
The hand that had been kneading Steve's ass cheek, now relocated to tug at the hem of the man's tank top; 
tugging it down enough to reveal a small, peaked nipple. Steve got no time to protest or even think, before 
Bruce's teeth sunk into the tiny nub. The tip of the singer's tongue tickled it, bathing it with saliva, and Steve 
whimpered weakly as he pinched his lips together. His cock was so hard he thought he was going to burst any 


second. 


Another chuckle, more breathy this time; as the damp air whisped through Bruce's nose. The singer had begun 
to tremble just as well, Steve felt it as he ran his hands up and down the man's back; finally daring to slip his 


fingers underneath the shirt and feel the bare, sweat sheened skin. Strong muscles, flexing as the man moved. 


Then, Bruce suddenly stopped altogether; picking up his head as he panted for breath, chest heaving. He placed 
one hand against the wall to steady himself, looked as if he was trying to gather himself. Steve made a small 
noise in protest, watching the singer through hooded lids. His felt his cock throbbing tidally with each pulse; he 


could focus on nothing else. 


"Bruce." he moaned, impatient and confused as to why the younger man had stopped. 
"Hold on.. just give me a sec, or I'm going to cum." 


Steve groaned, he hadn't realized Bruce was that close; and not that he was just about to burst himself, 
either. That's when the bassist noticed the other man's hands moving to his lower abdomen; hands beginning to 
fumble at his belt. He understood then, sucking in a shaky breath through clenched teeth. He was beginning to 
get a bit afraid. Skin on skin contact meant something, right? More than this drunken make-out session? Yet, 
he couldn't bring himself to make Bruce hold up. Instead, he let both hands cling to Bruce's hips; his eyes once 
again closing when the singer pulled down his spandex pants just enough to allow his cock to come bouncing out 


of its confines. It made the bassist groan, the singer gasping as if admiring the sight. 
"Fuck, that's a load of juice. 


Steve felt the heat seep into his cheeks at the comment; legs quaking just a bit. He'd always been the type to 
produce a lot of precum, and even now he felt the sticky dampness of it oozing from the slit in the head. 


"| fancy that.. all wet for me, eh." Bruce's voice was lustful, almost a croak as the singer rubbed his thumb 


over the wet head. 
"Uhn..!" Steve couldn't hold back the groan, hips jerking forwards at the brief stimulation 


‘Its quite bloody nice," the singer reassured, leaning in closer again to breathe into the older man's ear; making 


the hairs at the back of Steve's neck rise when he nipped at the lobe - dipping his tongue into the shell. 
"F-fuck.." 
"It gets better." 


Giving another sharp nip, Bruce began to urgently work at his own belt buckle. Steve tried his best to level his 
breathing, leaning back against the wall with both feet on the ground to keep himself upright. He felt his legs 
quaking beneath his weight; eyes sliding open halfway and he watched Bruce release his own swollen cock from 
beneath his long, dark lashes. It was thick, the head fat and glistening. Less precum than him, for sure. But it 


was eager. 
"Fancy what you see..?" Bruce mused, tilting his head to the side with a coy grin - eyes positively wanton, 


"Yeah." Steve gasped, licking his lips absentmindedly as he eyes the length up and down, all fear melting away 


when once again, the younger man molded their bodies together. 


This time, Steve felt the heat of Bruce's member. Pulsing against his own as they brushed, the velvet skin 
matching his own and he shuddered full-body at the contact. Bruce's face was but inches away, his hot breath 


gushing against the bassist's chin. This time, it was Steve who closed the gap and devoured his mouth in a 
ravenous kiss. Teeth clashing, tongues fighting for dominance. Bruce's groan rumbled through his chest; and 
then Steve felt the younger man's hand slip down between them. Once again, he larked his arm around Bruce's 


neck for support. 


The hand clumsily sought for both shafts, before engulfing them in its fist at its best extent. Steve damn 
near choked on Bruce's saliva as the man began to stroke them both at a firm, hectic pace. Their cocks sliding 
together as precum was smeared evenly along the lengths; Bruce's free hand reaching for the bassist's ass 
again to roughly grab it and use the grip to pull Steve closer. None of them could think anymore, Steve felt as 
if he was losing his mind. His body was on fire; he wasn't sure he'd ever felt such lust in his life. He was a 
quivering mess, body overly sensitized with arousal. Yet, Bruce's hand kept building speed; the singer thrusting 
up into his own fist, making Steve arch his back and rock right back at the motions. Attempting to match the 
pace. Stars burst before his eyes, pulse ringing in his ears. His thighs had begun to quake uncontrollably, 


hooking one back over Bruce's hip. 
"S-steve.. fuck, you're hot." 


Bruce broke the kiss, biting at the older man's bottom lip before whimpering. Steve forced himself to open his 
eyes, the other man looking right back at him with dazed amber eyes. They were dazed with a hue of wetness, 
his cheeks flushed red and his sweat damp hair clinging to his face. His lips were red and swollen. Steve felt 


the ball of an intense orgasm drop into his lower belly, bolts of pleasure rushing down his spine. 


"l'm." Steve choked out, but he could get no farther; his tongue unwilling to obey him when attempting to 


form words. 


Bruce only gave a small noise in response, as acknowledgement. The bassist felt the pent up desire dropping 
lower, into his groin; his loins. His balls tightened, pulled up. He knew he was going to come, he was right on the 
verge. Teetering on the very edge. His senses were running haywire; the scent of Bruce's cologne, and sweat, 
and arousal filling his lungs. His breath became a shallow, high pitched wheezing. His chin wobbled. 


"Cum for m-me, Harry..” 


The voice was right in his ear again, as the younger man sucked at the sensitive spot beneath the older's ear. 
It was the last straw; Steve felt his muscles go stiff as his eyes rolled back into his head. His hips spasming 
forwards on their own accord, as jet after jet of burning cum shot from his dick Everything was a blur, and 
he whimpered with the tension of release as the waves of climax washed over his body. He heard Bruce's 
throaty whine; deep and hoarse. The younger man's body jerked against his; and he felt warm seed that wasn't 
his own smear along both their shafts. 


Spent, Steve attempted to stay conscious as best as he could; feeling Bruce's still shaking body against his own. 
The room was eerily quiet; save for both their breaths echoing. Ragged, unsteady. The sweat on the bassist's 
skin cooling until he felt a chill, shuddering from the cold this time. Both of them going limp, neither of them 
uttering a word. And that's where the fear took the upper hand. Throat constricting, Steve tried to inhald but 


it was a near impossible feat. 
"Steve.. Steve, look at me... 


Bruce's voice was soft now, softer than Steve had ever heard it. Like a coo, a plea; gentle and tender. He found 


he couldn't resist giving into the request. The gaze he met was affectionate, and concerned. 
"Are you alright? l.. did you fancy it?" 


Steve squeezed his eyes shut, brow furrowed. He wanted to say no, for whatever reason. But he couldn't, yet 


he shook his head. 
"We.. this isnt." 
"Did you?" 


Bruce became more persistent now, voice harsher. Steve took a moment to find his own voice again, trying to 


rattle his brain for the most adequate answer. Then he simply went for honesty. 


"Yeah..." 


